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ROM “girl of the golden West,™
horsewoman, two-gun gigl and
sprite of the rolling plains, to
woman detective, with the slink-
ing human wolf instead{of the

equally slinking coyote as her , is
the transjtion through which M Mabel
Connelly in a few years{-and all
s & result of mere accident

Miss Connelly, bane of the ks’ ex-
Istence in a score of citles, mi terror of
the unscrupulous medical practitioner,
frankly admits to thirty years, but she
doesn’t look It. Nine years in crowded
cities, stalking criminals in ballrooms
and in dark, awesome allejs have not
served to mar the freshness that was the
gift of twenty-one years sgpent in the
warm sunlight by day and under the
starlit blue of the guiet yestern nights.

“Sometimes I long to fzp back to the
west—to Texas, where 1 was born—but
the west, with its panframa of sage-
grown prairie, is a page/from the picture
book of childhood,” says Miss Connelly.
“Sometimes I like to turp In memory Lo
the frayed pages of;
the old life, and I do/
But I cannot go back’
My bread and butter
Is in the crowded
eity, where life /is
mean and dry &nd
warped, where he
friends are not 'the
kind who will ride a
hundred milles vnder
a scorching sun just
to ask you ho you
feel. and where, on
the sultry stimmer
nights, one sfts in a
stuffy room Juxuriat-
ing in the .artificial
breeze of an electric
fan. It's comfortable,
of course, bt it isn't
ke the good old
wind that has the
whole prafrie to get
started In "

When Miss Connel-
Iy was twenty, the
nins-months-old child
of a friend of hers
disappeared with a
suddennesg that indi-
cated activity of kid-
napers. Police of the
town in which the
young woman then
lived were unable to
get any trace of the
child or its ahdue-
tors, ard the voung
mother, despairing of
seeing her bahbyvw
again, visited Mlss
Connelly nightly and
wept 81d sohbbed ont
her guef. A  vyear

passed. and as noth-
ing moe was heard
of thy child, the
young nother gave up
all hop:, mourned her child as dead, and
slowly pined away.

“Sonething told me, though, that the
baby was not dead.” said Miss Connelly
in teling how the kidnaping changed ner
whole career. "“One evening, following
& visil from the mother, I conceived the
potior of going myself in search of the
babty. The trail was a vear old, but in
the ed I*picked it up, and, having plenty
of mrney, followed it wherever it led.
And * took me over a great part of the
eounfy. It ended in Cleveland, in an
old, iflapidated house on Woodland
ave. The father of the child, who had
sepfated from the mother, T learned,
hadaired the kidnapers, and when their
par of the job was accomplished, placed
thechild to board with a negress, in
whse care it still was wher | found it.

Jecause I was an amateur, [ suppose,
I sopted a disguise befors golng to the
Cleeland house. It was the only time
I exr tried to throw off suspicion by
emYoying a disguise. Anyhow, 1
may up as a ook agent, went to the
bou: and gained admittance. While I
gat Ulking to the negress a baby started
to ¢ in another room, and she arose,
wenfout of the room and returned with
a8 wite baby. Thinking the presence of
8 Wwite child in the house would arouse
my curiosity, the woman explained a
peipbor had left it ~vith har while she
wet to market. I went on talking as
th¢gh it was a matter that did not con-
oer. me, but presently, when the negress
watas nearly off her guard as I could
hop for, I snatched the baby from her
an made a dash for the street.

“The negro woman seized me just as
I eached the door, but I succeeded In
thrwing her off and elimbed aboard a
strét car bound for the Pullic Square.
Thatsame day 1 wired my fMend that I
had ound her child, and I took the train
for Bepe that night. My success, which
really vas due to af accident more than
saythig else, decided me on taking up
the detctive business a8 a means of
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nelly, sinee going out into
a feminine Sherlock Holmes,
of cases, some
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She has done special work for the zov-

ernment, and for state organizations She
is the terror of illegal deutal and medical
practitioners, and recently, having heen
employed by the state dental board to
run down dentists practicing without a
license, she obtained no less than six

convictions in one week. In each instance
her evidence was compléte.

In her fight against the {llegal dentists,
Miss Connelly, who has a perfect set of
teeth, was compelled to employ a voung
girl to act as a sort of Dr. Watson. This
young girl, who sacrificed a perfectly
gound tooth in order that Miss Connelly
might gain the desired evidence, had the
same molar drilled and “treated” no less
than forty times by as many different
dentists. Miss Connelly, accompanying
her as her “friend,” would look around
for diploma or license, and finding none,
would swear to a warrant and cause the
practitioner’s arrest. She worked the
same scheme in her fight against physi-
cians practicing without le; -1 rizht, and
she never failed once to get a conviction.

In working different classes of cases,
it has been necessary for Miss Connelly
to be a cloak model (she’s a “perfect 36,”
incidentally), saleswoman, stenographer,
soclety woman and a score of other char-
acters In which, however, she made no
attempt to disguise her features. One
of the most difienlt parts the woman
Sherlock Holmes ever was called on to
play was that of a member of New York's
glums in an effort to gain possession of
a fifteen-year-old girl kept prisoner in
& Chinese headquarters in Pell st.

“If there is one wily crook,” says Miss
Connelly, “it is the Chinese criminal. And
in the majority of cases his crime Is one
that s directed against young girls. In
the New York case I was called to res-
cue & girl who, having been druggad in a
Pell st. restaurant, was made captive by
a Chinese who had become infatuated
with her, and was held a prisoner in &
basement room.
=] traced the girl to the restaurant

and tackled the cass first by questioning:

Chinese in mnearby bulldings. I soom
learned that getting information out
across the ocean in a tub. e

of
s celestial Is much like trylng o sil

"1

asked me If I wanted a job in his res-
taurant. 1 sald I did. He put me to
peeling potatoes, and on the third day he
told me why he had hired me. He said a
girl who worked in another restaurant
and who had been peelipg potatoes and
other vegetables for :llf1 of the eating
places in the Chinese district, had been
taken sick. 1 asked him who the girl
was and he told me she ‘Wang Chang's
girl.’ Wang Chang was the man sus-
pected of keeping the missing girl pris-
oner. I made up my mind to search
Wang Chang's place |Immediately. 1
didn't know just how I should do it, and
set about devising some means of get-
ting into the bhasement of Wang's res-
taurant. 1 finally hit on an idea. I asked
my employer how he would write his
name in Chinese. He made a lot of crazy-
looking scrawls on a piece of wrapping
paper, and when he wasn't looking I
slipped it into my pocket.

“That afternoon | went over to Wang
Chang, thrust the paper into his hand
and eald I had been sent after a litlle
keg of dried fish. 1 knew it was custo-
mary to keep them in cellars.

“When the unsuspecting Wang Chang
made his way to the rear of the kitchen,
down a flight of steps and through the
dark basement, I followed. [ saw him
stop before a door in a partition which
divided the cellar practically In half, lis-
ten for a moment, and then open the
door and look In. He did not know 1
was behind him, and he was taken com-
pletely off his guard when I thrust a re-
volver acainst his rihs and told him o
keep quiet, My suspleion that the girl
was In
arnse from a hed of disearded garments
when she saw me, and T told her to go
up stairs and run to the street. I was
not concerned about arresting the Chi-
nese. hecause the parents of* the girl,
dreading notoriety, did not want the man
turned over to the police. T backed up
the stalrs, ran through the restaurant
and. on reaching the street, found the
eirl waiting for me. T took her to her
home and got my reward the next day.”

Miss Connelly has heen called on fre-
quently to bring guns into play. Raised
on the plains and instructed by her fa-
ther in the use of firearms, she handles

a revolver with as much ease and cer- 1

tainty as the average woman manipulates
a powder puff. She s aqnick on the
“draw” and also s well Instructed In
the art of quickly disarming an antago-
nist.

“The life of a woman detective s
sufficlently filled with thrills to prevent
her from growing bored through monot-
onv.” savs Miss Connelly., “but, every-
thing considered, it I8 not the proper
vocation for a woman. I cling to it be-
cause 1 probably can make a better living
this way than at anything else requiring
equal effort.

“There are times, however, when 1 get
terribly lonely. I have not time In any
one city to make friends. Besldes. I have
grown to mistrust most women. not be-
cause all merit distrust, but because most
of those with whom I have come in con-
tact are not worthy of trust.

wExperience has taught me, too, that
the woman criminal I8 cleverer than her
masculine competitor. Necessity requires
that she attain a higher degree of per-
fection. She cannot go without guestion
into as many piaces ' &s a man can go.
a naturally brpad fleld
of activity. A woman always attracts
more attention anywhere than does a

the basement was correct. She |
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“She shall have the Supreme
Gift" he promised, and her QGuardian
Angel lifted its head. He talked on: .

“She shall have beauty elusive as the
colors of a sea-shell, poignant as moon-
light, ﬂnal.u a steel blade!™

“That not the Bupreme Gift,"” sald
the Angel.

“Then love, llke a golden flame, light
ing all her years!™

Still the Angel objected. “The love
that Life offers is a transitory gift.”

“Ah! I shall bestow on her the power
to feel. It is my gift to the soul!™

“And God shall supplement it with the
joy—and paln—of expression,” whispered
the Angel, dropplng a tear, llke the
shadow of silver, on her tiny face.

® & ¢

HE never was pretty. The children
S she played with grew daintily, and
were exhibited with pride by rela-
tives and frlends. She of them all was
never pointed out on the playground nor
in the schoolroom. She was not exactly
ugly; she was just heavy. Her face was
too full and too large and the features too
indefinitely defined, as though the Master
Sculptor had wearied of his work before
it was finished. Her skin was cloudy:
she had too much saffron hair, She was
too pudgy; too heavy of ankles and
wrists. Her lips drooped too much.
Moreover, she was inarticulate. But her
volce was wonderful, and there was light
in her eyes.

When she grew into young womanhood
the heavy lines softened. She still lacked
coloring, but the light of her eyes flooded
personality and Illumined the llves of
those about her. And her friends, who
adored her, sald “How joyously she
lives!"™ *

Finally love came to her. And then she
began to write.

* & o

6 ODAY,” she wrote, “the rain

is beating against the windows.
= Sometimes it 18 a slow monotone,
like the responses of the litany, and then
it changes to a rush llke the moving of
unnumbered wings.

“The Spirit of the Rain s a veritable
bird of passage, closely following the
flocks of wild geese in her arrival and
departure. And her moods are as various
a8 your own.

“When the earth awakes from the long
sleep, she shares the delirious raptures
of spring. There is nothing more joyous
than an April shower—nothing more
cheerless than November rain.

“When the blood of the clover riots in
the velns of June she dances wildly
through the world Her silver wings
flash through the mist in the meadow,
the thirsty grass drinks deep of her liguid
enchantment, and the shimmering cool-
ness of her dusky hair, floating over the
fields, puts courage into the faint heart
of every drooping rose.

“Her light feet twinkle upon the forest
floor to the castanets of dripping leaves,
ghe swings with lyrical grace from slde
to side of the wood, and to the brave little
mother-birds, shielding their downy nest-
lings from wind and flood, she whispers,
‘Be not afrald’

“Fern and moss and Hchen all walt for
her comin_, and the little creatures of the
woods, from sheltered nooks, watch her
mad course from wide, wondering eyes.

“She casts her crystal witchery over
a weary brook and It atraightway sings
again, forgetting all its tollsome way
through parched and dusty plains. There
iz another life in her touch and she so
fills the air with magic that it needs but
a shaft of sunset light to lay a rainbow
in every fleld.

“S8ometimes her departure is slow and
stately, but more often there is a sudden
gleam of silver In the shadow and lo.
she Ia gone!

“Todey 1 have given her a message for
you. Even as 1 write she Is turning her
changeful face to the east, and I fancy
that she will be with you by nightfall

“And so when you light the lamps at
twilight, dreaming perhaps of the one
who cannot come, soft fingertips will
gound at your window pane. When you
look out Into the dark you will see her
laughing, tender eyes, and by the grace
of loving, you will understand the word
that has come to you—on the wings of
the Spirit of the Rain.™

—From "Love Letters of a Musician.”
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YRTLE REED married James Syd-
M ney McCullough In 1908 and thelr

lite began In her famous “Paradise
Fat" on Kenmore ave., Chicago. B8he
was radiantly happy. Her happiness over-
flowed in verse and story. She idealized
her husband in “Lavender and Old Lace,”
“The Master’s Violin” *“Spinner in the
Sun” “Weaver of Dreams’ and “Flower of
the Dusk.”

Perhaps she loved him too much. Or
perhaps McCullough tired of the tempera-
menta] idiosyncrasies of an author. Any-
way he began to develop erraticlsms,
disillusion cutting through the woof of
joy. Bhe put her grief into her stories.

She wrote, “The Lord of Life said ‘the
rooms are full in the House of the Broken
Heart, but no onme sees another here
Each one is absorbed in his own grief to
the exclusion of all else.’™

And when Rosemary, little heroine
of “The Master of the " asked
for Love, the Lord of Life answered her

service and it may be ; 1t means
glving, not s saking, npet an-
swer!”™

with him, it's time to marry him; and
wmmm-mm'ﬂhh!m
mmm“ﬂhm

Contest Over. Myrtle Reed’s Will Recalls
Tragedy in Life of Author
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terhouse steak establishment on |
stew allowance.”

“Men—the married ones—are the great-
est gold brick artista in the world; their
wives are the easy marks.™

“Woman is still a cave dweller, while
her husband rcams the highways of the
world."”

And then there was the twelfth anniver-
gary of her meeting with her husband
when he was to return to her early in the
evening with roses. She helped prepare
the holiday dinner and wore the gown he
liked best. But he didn't come. She sat
by the window and listened to every
echoing footstep. Early In the morning
be opemed the door unsteadily, and greet-
ed her with shifting eyes. So many times
she had heard his footstep fall unsteadily
heartsick, from his

5 e & ¢
N the Last Night he was in Milwauo-
kee he had gone away early in the
without telling her fare
well. The mald who had been kind to
her was spending the evening outside.
was alope, with her unhappiness, in

dutton

as to be inert under ‘weight.
She addressed the er to her mother.
It ended in broken hearted : “Oh
er, I've loved 80 much, Pve [
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struck the half hour before she was
drowsy. In another half hour her teme
ples and wrists were burning. Them
stealthily, infinitely slowly, languor, soft
footed as dreams, stole to her side and
laid velvet fingers on her heart. The air
seemed strangely heavy, impotent

The mists—were they the clouds of
dawn?—were not so light as she. Quite
easily she could rise on them; rise and
drift away; drift farther and farther inte
the rose mists shot with silver.

® & @

OUR years later was begun a court

contest over Myrtle Reed's will. Hef

father and mother, to whom she left
most of her $125,000 estate, asked to have
McCullough deposed as trustee. The ac
tion, now pending in the Chicago courts,
has resuited only In an order that McCub
lough report on the property and furnish
heavy bond. .

And there remain to him, meanwhile,
the little love sayings of the woman whe
loved him: : L

“The most precious things in the --orld
are th which cannot be bought—the
tender touch of a little child's fingers, the
light in a woman's eyes, and the love im




